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	1. There be a Song

p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="9667ab6e7246fa7c6b6c4ef7cdae4a56"*In this story, there will be my OCs, and there will be characters from different mods. All credit for those characters, and only those characters, goes to their respective owners.*/p  
>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="e2dbb27b1eeecdc8eb414240103a3f9c""What. Is the music. Of life?" The black door questioned. "Me driving a blade in someones gut. My brother." Mal'aktul replied sarcastically, as she didn't know the answer. She wore a set worn shrouded armour, but apparently the door didn't go by looks. She walked away from the little alcove, and changed into her normal armour, a set of full fur armour with the sleeves. She walked down the small road, looking around for someone to talk to, or kill, or just stare at to creep them out. Mal was born in Hammerfell, and heavily teased because of her lack of orientation. She's very good with a bow, and even more so with a blade. She prefers not to get into combat if she can though. p  
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>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="79f622d54047a96a3760f4d9e84f9ea6"That is mateless:br style="box-sizing: border-box;" King of all kingsbr style="box-sizing: border-box;" /To her son she chose." A small squirrel scurried in front of her, catching her off guard and causing her to scream in surprise. She glared at the thing until it wasn't in sight, and then continued her song./p  
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>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="58f706749e4a8d3e2535d414848e7ca0"Mal stopped just outside of Riverwood, not realizing how much time had passed. It was dark out. "I hope no one heard that." She said quietly. She heard a clapping sound, and looked behind her. "That was amazing. Please, sing some more? I can pay." A slim, blonde woman was behind her. Mal'aktul must have been so focused that she didn't even notice. 'I'm Cerwiden, it's a pleasure to meet you." "I'm Mal'aktul. I can sing some more for you, no need to pay." She grabbed the woman's hand and led her away from other people's ears. "Here's good." She said, plopping down on a stump in a small clearing. "This song is called Bird on a Briar." p  
>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="4932f68bc9a6ddc501e837263204c6aa""Bird on a briar, bird, bird on a briar,br style="box-sizing: border-box;" (Man)kind is come of love, love thus style="box-sizing: border-box;" /Blissful bird, have pity on me,br style="box-sizing: border-box;" /Or dig, love, dig thou for me my grave."/p  
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>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="892d073f3bab4b45a3bc94e05ad1e6c7""I am so blithe, so bright, bird on briar,br style="box-sizing: border-box;" When I see that handmaid in the hall:br style="box-sizing: border-box;" /She is white of limb, lovely, true,br style="box-sizing: border-box;" /She is fair and flower of all."br style="box-sizing: border-box;" /br style="box-sizing: border-box;" /"Might I her at my will have,br style="box-sizing: border-box;" /Steadfast of love, lovely, true,br style="box-sizing: border-box;" /From my sorrow she may me savebr style="box-sizing: border-box;" /Joy and bliss would wear me new."/p  
>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="bf6d857513a4cce7f0bfc5bf5ec4b58b"Cerwiden clapped again. "You have such a beautiful voice." She said. Mal'aktul smiled. "Thank you." She stood up. "Are you going anywhere important any time soon?" She asked. Cerwiden shook her head. "Not that I'm aware of. Why do you ask?" Mal put her hands behind her back. "Well, I sang for you, which is something that never happens. I'm not exactly a people person. So I think that makes us friends in some way. I was asking to see if you would like to travel with me." Cerwiden thought for a moment. "Sure, I don't see the harm in it." Mal smiled and hugged the woman. "Question: Can you fight." "I've had some training in magic." "Good enough." Mal'aktul released Cerwiden. "I'm gonna make a fire." Mal said, preparing a flames spell. She gathered up several fallen branches, broke them down to a workable size, and set them in a teepee shape. She ignited them quickly, and then got out her bedroll. "If you want, you can have the bedroll, or go to the inn, it's your choice." Cerwiden smiled and snuggled into the bedroll. "Thank you." Mal'aktul laid down on the ground and closed her eyes.p  
>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="81d134285799b3998d3e2e461c6eea10"The next morning Mal'aktul woke up not remembering anything in her life. She looked around frantically and almost killed Cerwiden, who touched her arm in an attempt to calm her. She suddenly regained her memory and calmed down. "Sorry...that happens sometimes." She hugged her legs to her chest and looked into the smolders of the camp fire. "It's alright." Cerwiden stood up. "Where are we going today?" She asked, helping Mal'aktul stand. "I dunno." She said. Cerwiden sighed. Mal'aktul started spinning around. "What...are you doing...?" "Hm..." She stopped, pointing to the West. "That way." She said. "I'm not going through the river. I'll freeze to death." Cerwiden said. "Meh, go ahead and go around. I'll wait for you...there." Mal pointed at a small stack of stones across the river. She stood and walked over to the river's edge. She took a heroic pose, her left leg on a small stone, her right arm on her hip, and her left hand pointing out in the direction they were planning on going. "ONWARD!" Cerwiden smiled.p  
>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="6f90f7c131135c123dc87c854e5f4612"When both of them made it across the river, they started walking up a small trail. Mal'aktul was taking slow, big steps, with her legs high in the air each time, and Cerwiden was walking behind her, with her hands behind her back. "So what did you do before coming down to Riverwood?" Cerwiden asked. "I just kinda went around randomly. This is like my fifth time in Riverwood this month. I don't know how I keep ending up here. It's like I'm going to the College of Winterhold, and I'm almost there, I can see it. And then 'POOF!' I'm at Riverwood." Mal said, as she folded her arms and held her chin. "I might be cursed." She suddenly started walking in the opposite direction. Cerwiden thought that she forgot something, so she just waited. About five minutes later, Mal came back, with her hair decorated by several twigs and leaves. "I got lost." She said, hanging her head. "On a straight path? Wow. I think we've found out your problem. You have no sense of orientation." "Magic is fucking with me. That's it." Mal completely ignored Cerwiden's sentence. 'Wow. No orientation AND oblivious to it. Nice one Cerwiden. You've found an amazing traveling partner.' Cerwiden thought, facepalming. "Oh! Cerwiden, come look!" Mal shouted, snapping Cerwiden back to reality. She was standing on top of a hill, pointing at something on the other side. She ran over and looked where Mal was pointing. She saw a man with some kind of weird bow like weapon in his hands, and used it to shoot at a woman in red armour. "Wow." Cerwiden said, as the man was cut down, just as he fired the killing blow on the woman. Mal dropped on the ground laughing. "Idiots! They killed each other!" Cerwiden looked at the Redguard out of the corner of her eye. 'You're one to talk...' Suddenly Mal got up and ran to the man's body. "Look at this thing!" She shouted, holding up the man's weapon. "I think it's some kind of bow!" She grabbed what looked like ammunition from the mans waist, and loaded it into the thing. She aimed at a tree and fired. The recoil caused her to drop onto her butt, as she didn't expect it. "AWESOME!" She shouted, her eyes seemingly turning into stars. She put the thing on a strap on her back, and the ammunition on her waist, like the guy. "I'm naming it...Stormbolt." Cerwiden ran over to her. "You really are a simpleton aren't you..." She mumbled. Mal didn't seem to hear her, as she was busy searching the bodies. "Sweet! Four hundred fifty Septims! Now I can buy some food!" Mal said the last part with more enthusiasm than the others. "Come on, let's keep going. I'll lead the way." Cerwiden said, tapping Mal's shoulder. Mal'aktul nodded and stood up. She immediately bolted in the direction they were planning to go. "Didn't I just say I was leading..." She realized that Mal was running back towards her. Mal ran right by her, back down the trail. 'I should just leave her...but that would be mean...' Cerwiden sighed. "MAL! WRONG WAY!" She shouted, starting down the path in the right direction. p 


	2. There be Black Horses

p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="af34a3bb0504e7a87188c3bf838df50f"After a week of traveling, Cerwiden got used to Mal's personality. She had changed slightly, in terms of singing. She now sang whenever she wanted to, as loud as she wanted. She was powerful, intelligent, and adaptive in combat, but off the battlefield, she was hopelessly enthusiastic, beautifully voiced, had an internal compass not unlike a merry-go-round, and attracted to anything she defined as "cool" or "awesome" which was narrowed down, but not limited to, crossbows, flame-enchanted swords, food, and any form of magic. It was pretty easy to entertain her when she was bored, all Cerwiden had to do was summon something, or shoot something from her hands for a while. The two were walking South down a snowy path, up in northern Skyrim, in between Winterhold and Windhelm. Mal was singing at the top of her lungs, and Cerwiden was humming along. "Hey Cerwiden, what'd you do before you met me?" Mal suddenly asked. Cerwiden thought for a moment. "I used to be a preistess. Traveled with the Dragonborn for a while." Mal stopped her, her eyes twinkling. "THE DRAGONBORN!?" She yelled. Cerwiden internally sighed. Mal, as usual, focused only on the cool parts of her sentences. "You have to tell me about them. Right. Now." Mal dropped onto the ground, and pulled Cerwiden down with her. "I don't wanna talk about her. Not right now." Cerwiden said, thinking about her ex-lover. "Aw...why not?" "Don't wanna talk about that either." Mal pouted. "Oh cheer up. I'll tell you about it someday." Cerwiden patted Mal's head. "Now come on, let's go to Riften." Cerwiden stood and helped Mal up. "I'm hungry." "When are you not hungry?" Mal held her chin, as if in thought. "Um..." "I didn't mean that literally, come on, I'll buy you some stuff in Windhelm." "SWEETROLLS!" "Anything you want."/p  
>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="e1ca58905ca0c9820d5f19ac0731daa9"Inside of Windhelm, the two ran into a small woman. The only reason Mal didn't mistake her for a child, was because of her overly large breasts. "Onean!" Cerwiden exclaimed, hugging the little woman. "CC!" Mal just stood there, confused. "Who's the lady-kid?" She asked bluntly. "Don't be mean. This is Onean, she used to travel with me." Cerwiden stood up. "You've grown bigger." She noted. "Oh hush. It's not my fault they're big..." Onean turned away and blushed. "So what are you doing out here? Last I saw you was when you went back to your house in Whiterun." "Burned down. Dragon attack." Onean crossed her arms. "I came here to live in Elwendyr's house. She said I could." Cerwiden's brow went up. "That's awful. I hope nothing important was lost." Onean smiled. "Nope. I managed to grab a few pictures and books when it was still small." Cerwiden looked around. Mal had disappeared. "Oh...not again." Her shoulders slumped. "I take my eyes off of her for two seconds, and she's probably got the whole town chasing after her. It'll be Dawnstar all over again." She huffed. Onean giggled. "She's just like El, isn't she?" She said, reminiscing about the Dragonborn. "Splitting image, minus her looks." Onean grabbed Cerwiden's hand. "Let's go find her." p  
>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="de75acc3a733e28108848ee11b85e3aa"Mal had managed to grab one of Cerwiden's coin bags without her noticing, and spent the entire thing on a boatload of food. She was now sitting down with the load in a big leather bag, feasting by herself. "Mal, how many times do I have to tell you to tell me where your going?" She turned around suddenly, with a sweetroll sticking out of her mouth. Cerwiden grabbed it, receiving a glare from the Redguard, and sat down beside her. "Don't eat like that. It isn't ladylike." Mal pouted and snatched the pastry back, and stubbornly began eating it the way she was before. "Ugh. You're hopeless." Cerwiden said, grabbing a small bag of dried rabbit meat from Mal's collection, and nibbling at a chunk. "You know you love me." Mal said, swallowing the remainder of her snack. Onean sat down on the other side of the Redguard, who now sported a bloated stomach that looked like it belonged in an anime (To us in the real world.) "Lad-eh...Onean?" Mal said, trying to remember her name. "You're Cerwiden's friend right? You should travel with us!" She took a bite out of a small loaf of bread, causing her cheeks to become like a chipmunks. Onean poked one. "Ok." She looked at Cerwiden, who was facepalming. "How does she eat so much?" Onean asked. Cerwiden shook her head. "The world may never know..."p  
>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="324f696af35b25c5e778cfd6846f85de"Mal closed the bag of food, and slung it over her back. "Ok, to Riften we go!" She said, pointing upward. "Wait for me, I need to grab something." Onean said, running off to her house. She came back a few minutes later, with a sword on her belt, and an odd weapon on her back. "What's that?" Mal asked, pointing at the weapon. "Oh this? It's my flintlock. It's like a bow, but much stronger and faster to shoot." Mal hit her palm with her other fist. "So it's a super bow." "Something like that." Onean smiled. Cerwiden turned and started walking. Onean was beside her, with Mal on the other side. Cerwiden leaned in and whispered to Onean. "What ever you do, do not let Mal lead the way. You will be walking in circles for weeks. She's got no sense of direction. She'll walk the wrong way on a straight path, with signs pointing her in the right direction. She's done it twenty five times since I started traveling with her." Mal'aktul started singing loudly. "There once was a hero name Ragnar the Red..." Cerwiden facepalmed. "Here we go again..." p  
>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="a402dd489649dc8dbc403f7907fcac1d""Hey Onean, you're strong right? I mean you traveled with the Dragonborn." Mal asked randomly, just passing Steamcrag Camp. "I guess so." Onean said, thinking. "I'm pretty good with magic, not so much with a sword though. I just keep one with me just in case, you know?" Mal nodded, although she didn't know. She knew what she meant, she just didn't relate to it. Mal walked over to a small hill, and plopped down. She looked up into the sky. "It's getting dark. And my feet hurt. Let's make camp. It's Cerwiden's turn to light the fire." She said, taking off her boots. She immediately dug into her food bag and started feasting. "You're hungry, again!?" Cerwiden asked retorically, walking over to a small, dead tree. She uprooted it, and began breaking it down into workable pieces. She finish, and set the pieces into a pile, picking up five and putting them in a circle teepee style, surrounding them with several stones. She lit them up with a fire spell, and took out her new bedroll. It was big enough for two people, which was a good thing, since Onean forgot one. "Come on, Onean, you can sleep in here with me." She snuggled into her bedroll. She took off her robes, which she had a simple shirt under, and folded it into a makeshift pillow. Onean sat down, and moved Cerwiden's head into her lap. A random guard passed by, oblivious to the women right next to the road. He was mumbling something about a black horse out in the badlands. 'Might have to look into that.' Mal thought, leaning against her bag of food and falling into a food coma. p  
>p style="box-sizing: border-box; margin: 0px 0px 24px; font-family: 'Source Sans Pro', 'Helvetica Neue', Helvetica, Arial, sans-serif; line-height: 24px; font-size: 18px; padding: 0px; color: #555555;" data-p-id="547188912bd10beecf365d487d4a02d1"Mal woke up to find a sweetroll sticking out of her mouth. 'Sleep eating again.' She thought, taking the thing out of her mouth and noting her comically bulbous stomach. She saw Cerwiden and Onean sleeping in their bedroll, subconsciously cuddling. 'Aw...I wanna cuddle too...' She wolfed down the pastry, and stood up. She quickly sorted the food out into three smaller bags. Sweetrolls, meat, and stuff she would give to the others (vegetables and most fruits.) When she finished, Onean was awake and watching her. "What?" She asked, looking back at the small woman. Onean shook her head. "Nothing. Just watching you sort your food." Cerwiden was awake by then. "Now that everyone's up, I heard that guard from last night say something about a black horse. I wanna go check it out!" Mal said, starting to get really excited. She stood up and ran off into the badlands. "COME OUT, BLACK HORSE!" She shouted, only to get attacked by a wolf. She screamed and punched it out of reflex, killing it immediately. "Onean, make sure she doesn't get lost. I'm gonna pack everything up." Cerwiden said, getting out of the bedroll. "Ok." Onean got up and ran after the wayward Redguard. p 


End file.
